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* Come, Xoodali," said his master gently. " Assume
without timidity a sitting posture at the feet of me,
thy owner, and partake of the munificent hospitality
of His Highness."
" I don't want any, mister," whispered the African
slave in Dyafc " I'm not hungry."
" Sit down at once," snapped M'Whizzle in the
same language. " Remember, to refuse this hospi-
tality would be a deadly insult It might lead to
bloodshed. , . . The African slave says," he continued
to the Malay with an uneasy grin, " that surprise at
the overwhelming condescension of thy master has
robbed him of appetite. , .. Noodali, eat!"
Archibald Podd sat down beside the bowl, and
talcing a handful of the mess put it into his mouth in
Malay fashion, skilfully using his thumb. The taste of
the stuff was paralysing. He had never imagined that
any food was like this. He would have spat the mouth-
ful out, but, as a society man, he knew that those
sort of manners would not do at court. He was aware
also that bright eyes were gazing at him through the
lattices. Before the bringing of the cous-cous breaths
of Eastern perfume had filled the courtyard. Even
now he could hear the rustle of siljt, low bursts of
conversation, a continuous ripple of laughter. He
swallowed his mouthful with determination, and, exer-
cising all his self-control, took another.
Lochinvar SfWhizzle, encouraged by his action,
tasted the dish himself. His jaws moved rapidly, and
be nodded several times at the Malay to signify his
delighted appreciation.
" Don't stop eating, Podd/' he whispered in Dyalu